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DR. MUNCING STEPPED OUT OF an early mornin 
in the chill, salty dawn of Ocean City and shivered with an ill prem 
He did not know why he had come. He had been planning l 
vacation somewhere else; but something had impelled him to 
his plans and come to Ocean City instead. It was an uncomforta 
of something pressing; Dr. Muncing shook himself and looked 
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material mysteries; but this was no time to bother. He grunted satisfac- 

"Good. Better come along, Doc. I couldn't connect with our own 
man this early; had to leave a call for him. All right, boy; shoot her 
up." 

On the fourth floor frightened faces peered from doorways. A woman 
huddled in a chair at the floor desk, rocking with her head buried in 
her arms while her body shook in great hysterical sobs. The elevator 
boy pointed dumbly in the direction of room forty-eight. 

The plaindothesman strode briskly down the corridor. Over his shoul¬ 
der he said: "Phone call said the whole floor was awakened by a frightful 
scream and the floor clerk rushed to the room and found a guy laid out 
all twisted on the bed. Something about a tall thin feller and the window 
too. Sounded foolish; but we'll get the woman in as soon as we've had 
a look around." 

While scared faces stared at him in horrid fascination he pushed 
open the door with professional callousness jand entered. Dr. Muncing 
on his heels. 

The window shade kept the room unpleasantly gloomy; but there was 
plenty enough light to see an emaciated figure in pajamas on the bed, 
twisted, as the floor clerk said, in a hideous contortion. 

The detective grunted. "Huh..Don't need a physician to tell me that 
this one is out. But look at him anyhow. Doc." 

While Dr. Muncing made quick tests for any possible lingering life, 
the other with trained eyes took in all details of the room. He shot the 
window shade up with a whir and let in the early daylight. The window 
sash was open. The man leaned out and made critical note of the outside 
distances. He came back to the bed and looked at the body. 

"What's the verdict, Doc?" 

Dr. Muncing's face was darkly serious. "Quite dead of course. There's 
not an external mark on him, but every bone in his body seems to be 
broken; smashed small from the inside." 

The detective scowled and his eyes swept the room rapidly once more. 

"Huh—that's a hinny one. Not a mark on him; nothing upset; no 
furniture broken; no signs of a fight; nothing. A body tied in a knot 
like it had been done with a derrick, and an open window. But, what the 
heck, there's nothing human could get outthere. Let’s call that woman in." 

Dr. Muncing nodded; but mechanically. He stood with head high, 
his strong black brows drawn together in a frown, nostrils wide and 
twitching, as though sniffing. He was feeling, sensing, trying desperately 










Thickly he said: 
somewhere. There's 
know what they've 
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with some new power, that will enable it to destroy me. I don't know 
yet what this power may be or just how the thing has been able to exert 
it from a distance. But I feel positive that the whole plan of campaign 
is aimed at me." 

The doctor stated his case with cold conviction. No exaggeration, no 
assumption of knowledge that he did not possess, no heroics. Here was 
something at last that the detective could understand: a force for evil 
directed deliberately against an individual who stood for law and order. 
It was a condition that he himself had faced many a time. And the 
doctor faced the condition calmly, without hint of hesitation, just as any 
officer of the law might. 


There was inspiration in that attitude. The detective braced himself. 
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A false step on either side and one's foot would plunge through the 
ceiling of the room below. 

At the far end another dim ventilation louver showed that the attic 
extended on both sides. Apparently it was all like that, a dusty, musty, 
emptiness of king posts and cross beams that covered the whole build¬ 
ing, which was constructed with wings and a center, like a letter E. 

"Helluva place to go spook hunting," grumbled the detective. 

Dr. Muncing said nothing, but advanced slowly, the detective as 
close to his side as the narrow plank track would allow. In the gloom¬ 
ier central portion barely lit from the dim ends the doctor was very 
cautious. A faint metallic clink in his pocket told that he had handled 
something. If overwrought imaginations were not building figments out 
of nothing, soft echoes and vague scuffling noises indicated that some¬ 
thing was moving somewhere. 

"We've got to be sure," said the doctor, "that it is up here and that 

They advanced together cautiously. Arrived -at the end, the detective 
fastened a spasmodic grip on the doctor’s arm. "There! By God, I'll 
swear I saw something duck round the far corner." 

"Come on," said the doctor shortly. 

Both men felt a tingling of their skin as they started forward. The 
detective pressed on. Having seen something, all his training as a man- 
hunter came to the fore. He reached that corner ahead of the doctor. 
With, a sudden shout he snatched his pistol and fired into the further 
darkness. 

Nothing happened. Then in a few seconds—almost as though it were 
a foul odor given off by some beast of the skunk family—a hot wave 
of hate swept back and eddied round them. It was a sensation almost 
solid. They could feel the furious malice of the thing. A chill ran along 
the detective's spine. 

"That was foolish," said Dr. Muncing quietly. "You can't shoot a 
ghost. But I knew you had your gun: otherwise I would never have 
brought you up here." 

"God of Heaven!" breathed the detective. "I take it all back, Doc. 

I don't know what I saw, but it was a long and a fearful shape of' 
something. And what use is a gun then, if you can't shoot a thing like 
that ?" 

Dr. Muncing nodded. "The sinister shape that frightened the women 
to hysteria. You're beginning to believe, yes? But listen now again. 
You’ve got to know this. It is a law of the universe that to every natural 

































iy for this for the last three days. I've got a long 
enter and an electrician. Probably a blacksmith, 
k tonight." 
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Four of the Cornwall Tales appeared in WEIRD TALES in 1929 
and 1930, and the readers regretfully decided that this was all there 

MARVEL SCIENCE STORIES in 1938. One more would make its initial 



CECIL, OVERLORD OF WALLING IN ARMORICA, mused by 
the fire. The blind Singer of Songs, sang the sagas of ancient times, 
waited long for praise and then* disquiet, left the banquet hall guided 
by his dog. The Juggler merrily tossed his golden balls into the air 
till they seemed like a glistening cascade, but still the Overlord mused, 
unseeing. The wise Homunculus crouched at his feet uttering words of 
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flight and as smooth as a woman's skin. On the other side is the Valley 
of the Daemons and no one has ever fallen into it and come back alive. 
The only path that leads through the castle is scarcely -wide enough for 
one man or a man-led mule. If I could send an army 'twould be different; 
but only one man at a time can enter and there is no man able to com¬ 
bat this Giant successfully." 

Lady Angelica smiled as she whispered. "We may conquer 
him through chicanery. For example: I have seen this hall filled with 
warriors and fair ladies almost put into endless sleep by gazing at the 
golden balls flying through the air and back into the clever hands of the 
Juggler. And the blind Singer of Songs can make anyone forget all ex¬ 
cept the music of his lays. Do not forget our Homunculus is very wise." 

Cecil shook his head. "Not thus will the question be answered. This 
mad Giant wants only one thing, and that means, in the lastward, every¬ 
thing so far as as our land and people are concerned. Perhaps you have 
guessed. I will tell you his demand ere you ask the question. Our Lady's 
hand in marriage, and this, when i die, to rule Walling and the Hube- 
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The Overlord picked him up and placed him on one knee. 

"Have pity on us, Wise Man. We are only simple folk and know but 
litde. What is the meaning of this strange word ?" 

me out of the past. It has a sweet sound and surely must refer to some¬ 
thing mystical. I recall now! It was when I was in the glass bottle that 
a wise man came and held before my eyes an illuminated parchment on 
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around the long oak-plank table and when it cleared there were thirty 
men between the Giant and the Lady. 

The Juggler threw his golden balls into the air; the man with the 
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George thought for a moment then shook his head. "Not that I recall." 
"AH I remember about it is that the painting was sent to this house 


John nodded; George rose out of the chair and walked over to him. 

John twisted the remainder of his cigar into an ash tray and said, 
"Come with me. Maybe you can give me that answer." 


' George sat on the davenport and sipped sherry as John went through 
the piles of papers and old books that were strewn across the desk. 

"Here it is," said John, holding up a small, blue and slightly aged 
book, "my mother's diary for 1822, the year I was born and the year 
my father died." He flipped through the pages and handed the open 
book to George. "Read where I have it underlined." 

George put on his spectacles and began to read the short passage: 
Among the gifts is a lovely painting of the authorship of one Jacob 
Pitt. It is a scene of the sunrise over the ocean. Simple and tasteful. 
/ shall hang it in John's room. 

George looked up at the painting on the wall. Its sun was not at 
sunrise but was beginning to set on the other side of the picture. 

"You're not seriously suggesting—" he started to laugh but stopped 
when he saw John's sober expression. 

"I had hoped," said John slowly, "That you could give me some 
logical explanation. But if all you can do is laugh it off ..." 

"It has to be some kind of mistake," began George. 

"That is the only ocean scene in the house; it is the only painting 


by Jacob Pitt." 

He took the painting down from the wall and handed it to George 
who accepted it reluctantly. 

"Look, here!" John pointed to a black spot of ink on the yellow 
sun. "One month ago I put this spot of ink just to the left of the sun 
and forget about it until today. Now the sun has moved over, and cov¬ 
ered the ink." 
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array of objects; bottles tilled with yellow, blue, and green liquids; mis¬ 
shapen and malformed bits of pottery and metal; various parts of various 
animals, on chains, under glass, or just lying around lose; charms, 
rings, blades, and amulets with meaningless inscriptions; small human 
dolls and candles; odd smelling substances tied up in little packages; 
large glass balls and small glass balls; the assorted remains of a human 
skeleton; three human skulls, one hollowed out and made into a drink¬ 
ing mug. . 

John read down the titles of the books on the shelves; one or two were 
in German or Russian, some in Latin, but the majority were in a number 

"An un-Godly place," he could almost hear George mutter. 

"May I help you?" a voice came from behind. John turned. He had 


expected an old man to come hobbling in from the back room supporting 
his twisted, shriveled body with his twisted cane. Instead he turned to 
face a pleasant looking man of about thirty. He had black hair, blue 
eyes, and spoke softly with a slight scotish brogue. 

"I am looking for a Dr. Ezra Bartalemae," said John. 

"I am he, Mr. Ihrringby," the man replied. 

"How do you know my name?" asked John, since he was 
not expected. 
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Geroge thought for a moment. "Yes, now that you mention it. Yes, he 
did have a brogue and a soft voice, too, if I recall correctly." 

"What happened to him ? He'd be over fifty now if he were still alive, 
wouldn't he?" 

"Yes, of course he would be." 

John was shaking like a leaf. George got him another drink. "Are you 
all right, John ?" 

"Yes, I'm just cold, tired, and a little contused. I'll be all right, after I 
get some sleep, but first tell me what happened to Tom MacAdam." 

"I couldn't say; I haven't seen him since before your father's death. 
I could check the records. Is it important ?" 

"It could be," replied John. He downed the drink and continued, 
"There was a painting over my lather's deathbed." 

"Yes," said George, "the sea gull; I remember that well." 

"Do we still have it?" 

"No, your mother sold it after your father's death. It upset her every 
time she looked at it." 

" Do you know the painter ?" 

"No, but I can check it." 

John got up. "Send the information over as soon as you get it. I'm 
going to get a tew hours sleep before I get started on that book." 

His nightmare was shattered by a knock on his study door. 

"Mr. Darringby, sir." 

"Yes?" he yawned. 

"A message from Mr. Newton." . 

John sat up on the davenport. "Just slip it under the door." 

He unfolded the paper and read: 

My Dear John, 

I hope you are rested and feeling better. I have found out the 
following concerning the matters we discussed 

(A) Mr. MacAdam was reported lost at sea in 1822. Body never 
recovered 

(11) Your family records in my possession show that the painting 
was sold to a Mr. Ilartalcmae. The painter is recorded as Mr. 
Jacob lHtt. 

If 1 may be of further assistance, 1 am always Your servant, 
Ccorgc 11. Newton 

John’s eyes moved across the room and to the painting on the wall 






The cellar door creaked open. 

A dark, hunched silhouette appeared at the top of the stairs. 

"Who is it." 

The reply came: "My name is Jacob Pitt. I've come for my painting 
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This Is the last of eight stories by CHARLES HILAN CRAIG (all 
independent of each other), which appeared in WEIRD TALES; the first 
was Damned, which ran in the issue of May 1925. 


HILGARD THE MIGHTV stood proud and slim and straight 
in the bow of his ship while the red sail cracked in the breeze and the 
brawny oarsmen bent to their work. The tiny ship went through the water 
like a live thing and the coast of Norway was far, tar behind and the 
coast of Britain was ahead, a fair mark in a purple sea under a cloud- 

When they had ravaged the town the Norse carried away the best of 
the plunder to their ship and were bent on turning about to return again 
to the country they loved so dearly. Hilgard the Mighty, always first 

looked back again on the ruined town. 

Hilgard called upon his men to await him and strode back to the 
shore through threatening surf. A maiden stood there. 

Hilgard, heretofore impervious to the wiles of women, looked deep 
into the blue eyes of the Saxon girl. Those eyes were alluring and beauti- 
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In the woman's face there was no semblance of fear when Hilgard 
drew her roughly to him and lifted her in his arms and carried her 
through the surf to the ship. 









The Red Sail 
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When the maid was quieted, DeCrie went to her and laughed trium¬ 
phantly and said, "Your tale was not to be told." 

"What do you mean?" 

"You would have betrayed me." 

"I? No!" 

"But yes. You recognized me." 

"No," she said levelly. "I do not know you. I thought I did, but 1 
do not." 

"But I have seen you before. Was it in Paris ?" 

"No." 

She looked at him. He was staring out to sea. 

"There is memory," he whispered, "a bitter sweet memory of a ship 
rolling under a red sail andtheoarsof many men, of a blue-eyed maiden 
on the sands of an ancient Britain; of death. There is a memory of 
Caesar's host, again of a blue-eyed maid on a newer England. And 
death yet again ..." 

Wide eyed with wonder she looked at him — and remembered. 

"Always a ship," she whispered. "And always death." 

Captain DeCrie did not live to reporrt to Napoleon. 


JOHN ROBERTSON SAW HER FIRST when she was shown 

pleasure resort. He had just started to attack the slender fish course when 
she sat down. At first he paid her no attention, but noting the beauty 
of her hand his gaze followed up a slender white arm to her shoulder, to 
her chin, to her eyes of a lustrous blue. 

"Why, hello," he said. 

She hesitated before answering and then presendy said, "Hello." 
"Oh. I thought at first that I knew you," he said half apologetically. 
"But perhaps I haven't had the pleasure." 

Her eyes threw him a puzzle glance. 

"It is very strange," she said. "But I had the same feeling —that I 
know you, that t have known you somewhere, sometime in the past." 
"I live in America," he said. "This is my first trip abroad." 

"And I live in London. I never have been to America." 

"Better come over," he told her. 

"No," she smiled. "I fear that I never could stand the trip. You see 
I'm terribly afraid of the seas." 
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His eyes widened. 

"Sometimes," he said, "I have dreams about Vikings and a ship with 
a red sail and sailors and a watery death — silly rot." 

"I have had the same dreams," she said quiedy. 

"Do you believe in reincarnation ?" he asked suddenly. 



dreams ?" 

"I can't account for them. It is ail so strange—those dreams of a 
powerful man carrying me away to sea. And always there is storm and 

He looked at her, a grim tightening gripping his heart. 

They spent the afternoon together when they had reached the resort, 
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^Visitant 


k V ffirikur 3. Courts 

(author of The Room of Shadows, The Race of the Pythons) 

SPADES AND MATTOCKS HAD UNEARTHED a little of 
the glory of the vanished city and my laborers had gone, leaving me to 
gloat in solitude over my find. As I stood in that narrow cleft, which 
had so recently been uncovered, my whole body tingled with ectasy. To 
right and left were the ancient writings of the Aztecs, etched by hands 
lifeless these many centuries, writings that had remained here, immovable 
as the rocks on which their seal was set, until the debris of time had 
covered them from sight. And now they had been brought forth again. 

It was worth all the hardships which had been mine, worth all the 
suffering that sickness had brought me during the weary months just 
passed, just to stand there and pass caressing fingers over the rough 
stone whose markings would reveal to me the secrets of a civilization 
vanished from the earth. There were dark openings in the masonry 
here and there, openings which 1 had caused to be cleared, but whose 
depths I had not penetrated. What would I find ? Bodies of brown men, 
clothed in all the splendor which was the right of nobles of Montezuma? 
Chests of treasure? Or hidden things, hoary with age, emanating intan¬ 
gible menace across the years? 1 licked my lips with anticipation. 1 was 
like one mad with pleasure. My treasure was here, the treasure of a 
digger after antiquity, and I had but to put forth my hand and take it. 




It had seemed a hopeless task until now ! 

With the deciphering of these ancient writings before me the doors 
of the centuries might be rolled back so that all the world might ap¬ 
proach and peer through. 
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And this, I promised myself, would be but the beginning. Given new 
strength by this success, I would continue on, unraveling the thread of 
forgotten history, passing it skein by skein by skein through my eager 
fingers, until all the world should know the glory which was Anahuac. 

But I was tired from my many labors. My head ached. I had driven 
my laborers from dawn to dusk and I had forced myself to the very 
limit of endurance. In spite of the whips of my desire, which lashed me 
on, I decided to wait until morning to penetrate the mysteries of my 
treasure. I rose and brushed the dust from my knees, blinking my eyes 
to drive away the airy dots, yellow and significant, which hung before 


harshly, I told myself— and laughed, 
le I would drive myself more harshly 
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’Who are you?" I she 
r e been rifling my disc 
i to the city and give yoi 
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hieroglyphs around and about the opening in my just-discovered treasure 

PEOPLE STARED AT US CURIOUSLY as Guatemozin followed 
me through the door of my hotel in the heart of the city. The people 
in the lobby of the hotel stared, too, and the manager started to come 
forward, his hand raised in protest, when I led Guatemozin on through, 
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tilted and clattered to the floor of the tomb with a noise that should have 
been heard in Chapultepec. 

Once more I raised myself, peering into the depths of this casket which 
had held a human body. 

But it was empty, save for a pair of sandals with golden soles. No 
bones, no slightest indication that a human body had rested here. 

Bewildered at my failure to discover what I had hoped, I dropped 
to my knees before the lid of the sarcophagus, and studied the inscrip- 
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He was white, as white as myself! 

In a frenzy of anger I turned to the priest, cursing him for a butcher; 
but he paid me no heed, and chanted on. Finally he placed the steaming 
heart beside those others I had already seen, and turned to look behind 


Climbing upward to the flat summit of the teocalli. came a terrible 
cavalcade! There were several, I counted five, white men, stripped to the 
waist, and they were urged ahead by priests with murderous whips in 
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I slumped down on the side of my bed, dazed bewildered. Here was 
something outside my scientific knowledge, something that no rule I 
had ever learned could account for or explain. 

was not too much to believe that he might have wandered into one of 
the many churches in the city. And the superstitious natives seeing him, 
with the knowledge of last night’s dreadful happenings fresh in their 



spirit watches 
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"You can talk to us," he said. "You can help us sit the night away." 

"Do you forget," was the soft reply, "that the six who died passed 
away during the hours of darkness—presumably while they slept? No, 
friend, there will be no sleep for us. The monster who is causing this 

your side." 

'' The monster ? What do you mean ?'' 

"The man in the white robe and the head-dress of green plumes!" 

I started as the manager put my own thoughts into words. 

"But why do you call him monster? And why should I escape the 
doom which you believe he is bringing to Mexico City ?" 

maids. She was a half-witted negress, who passed her days away as the 
butt of jokes originated by her fellow employees of the hotel. I turned as 
she spoke. The girl had been squatting on her haunches just inside my 
door, mumbling to herself, speaking in the bastard Spanish which is the 
language of the poor. Saliva left dirty foam on her thick lips, and her 
eyes gazed away into space as though she saw nothing save distance, 
through even the stout walls of the holstelry, as though she were under 
the spell of some weird self-hypnosis. But when she spoke it was not the 
voice of the half-wit, and the manager jumped and muttered curses, while 
his remaining employees rocked to and fro, their eyes wide with terror. 

"He will not harm you, senor— because you delivered him from bon- 








Then, when the wind died down lor the briefest of moments, I heard 
it— a mighty paean of dreadful warning. 

Boom ! Boo-oom ! Boom ! 

Slow measured strokes, delivered by an invisible hand, that set all 
the atmosphere to vibrating, as the sound rolled out of the night, through 
the lull of the wind, in volume vast enough to bridge even the weary 
miles to Puebla, to Jalapa, and Vera Cruz. 

The great drum of the god of war ! 








I TURNED TOWARD Tl 
knowing that an icy chill was i 
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hand uplifted, ready to send the dreadful summons pealing forth. 

Suddenly I saw the men of Cartes come forth like ghosts, the staunch 
mail glistening through the darkness, flecks of eerie light Hashing on 
bared weapons held in readiness. One by one, moving silently, they 
came out upon the causeways, the horses prancing side by side, their 
heavy hoots ringing like the clash of cold steel on a frosty morning, 
while in the van, protecting the helpless sick and wounded, marched 
the foot-soldiers, and they too had their weapons poised. 


They reached the end of the first causeway, to find that it had been 





revenge that outlived the centuries, and wondered if the glory of con¬ 
quest was worth the price, and if that vengeance which was even now 

For Mexico City, to the Aztec of Tenpchtitlan, would be a symbol of 
the golden glory he had lost to ancestors of these very people who trod 
the newer city’s streets. 


WHEN I AWOKE IN MY HOTEL ROOM it was almost midday. 
I had fallen alseep with my clothes on, just exactly as I had stood to 
give my orders to "Alvarado" — with one difference in detail. Upon my 
feet I wore those sandals with the golden soles ! 

Even then 1 suppose I should have slept on, had it not been that 
the manager of the hotel, more frightened by far than he had been when 
last I saw him, stood over me and shook me. He had been shaking me 
for many minutes, his fear mounting as the moments fled, for perspiration 
was all over his ashen face. 

"Wake up," lie begged. "Wake up, for the love of God!" 

1 arose to a sitting position, tired and sleepy. I hadn't slept, really 
slept, in many hours. "What is it, Don Julio ?" I. asked. 

"You sent us out last night," he quavered, "to bring to you the mon- 




the fleshless arms and hands; you dreamed it all. Cuatemozin is as 
alive as I am. Dominga Tatis was a half-wit, and probably sub- 
> fits. She had one of them, Induced by fright, and it killed her." 
ut those spots on her face!" persisted Julio. 

ou were so badly scared that your imagination ran away with 
Don Julio," I said, and tried to smile, though something inside 
id that I lied. "But answer my questions." 

'here the madman is now, I know not. But we found him in the 
marketplace at the edge of the city, where traders from the hill 
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miracle, friend," he said hoarsely. "You were stricken 
yet you live." 

n omen, Don Julio," I replied weakly, "an omen of j 
> something to halt the horror which rages rampant t 
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I paused for a moment, studying Don Julio. I had no doubt of his 
courage. He was afraid, true; but he was able to carry on and override 

"Don Julio," I continued, "will you go with me to the tomb of Guate- 
mozin and help me?" 

" Yes. But why to the tomb of Guatemozin ?" 

"Because the horror which hovers over Mexico comes out of that 
tomb! And I am the guilty one who broke the seals!" 

"But-but," stammered Don Julio, "I am not quite sure that I under- 


He didn't, but when I mentioned the word tomb his whole face tight- 



looked at me dear-eyed as he made reply. 
"I am waiting, Friend, when?" 
"Tonight, Don Julio." 
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gaze wildly about him at our mysterious surroundings; he looked up¬ 
ward whence he had just leaped, where the black motionless clouds 
which had hovered over all the country since the release oi Guatemozin 




reposed the sarcopha 
as though the occupan 
I don't know why 
I groped again over 
the gruesome bowl w 


had been 
My ha 




perspiration, and I mopped them with my hand and shivered. For to 
touch my face recalled to me those brownish splotches on my cheeks, 
hidden by the tomb's eternal night time. 

"Listen,'' whispered Don Julio, and his hand at my wrist tightened 
like the lips of a vise. 

"The wind, Don Julio," I made reply, and the echoes emphasized my 
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casket it had sealed for so many centuries. Then we stood upon it, nor 
could we hear the screams of Guatemozin through the thickness of the 
cover. It trembled under our feet, however, and we knew that the thing 
below us fought with all his power to break free and gain his freedom — 
but he failed! 

And, straining until our muscles must have stood out like cords, we 
moved the statue, inch by inch, from the pedestal, until all its weight 
held prisoner the man we had known as Guatemozin! 

Forgetfulness will never be mine, for I feel that I have oceans of blood 
upon my soul. I fled from Mexico in the middle of the night, because 
triends and relatives of those who had died were seeking me to take my 
life, and Don Julio aided my escape. He promised me when he left me 
that the excavation I had made would be closed tightly again. 

And so I have hidden myself, here in this silent room. It is silent 
because I cannot bear the sound of voices, which remind me of the 
lamentations of those who wailed over their dead. But still here is no 
escape, for the silent room reminds me always of the tomb of Guate- 

And there are other things, two of them. The marks on my face— for 
which reason I refuse to have a mirror in my room. But the other thing 
is good for my soul, since it is a symbol that it is not good for the 
mind of man to hold forbidden knowledge. 

The other thing ? 

It rests on my mantelpiece, before me always, as a reminder of a 
great dread. 

A pair of sandals with golden soles! 
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SATAN’S SERVANTS 
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